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My pEar CowELL,

Two years ago, when we began (I for the first time)
to read this Poem together, I wanted you to translate it, as
| something that should interest a fow who ave worth inter-
| esting. You, however, did not see the way clear then, and
had Aristotle pulling you by one Shoulder and Prakrit
Vararuchi by the other, so as indeed to have hindered you
up to this time eompleting & Version of Hafiz" best Odes
which you had then happily begun. Se, continuing to like
old Jami more and more, I must try my hand upon him ;
and here is my reduced Version of s small Original. What
Seholarship it has is vours, my Masfer in Persian and so
much beside; who sre no further answerable for afl than
by well liking and wishing publisht what you may scarce
have Leisure to find due fault with.

Had all the Poem been like Parts, it would have been all
translated, and in such Prose lines as you measure Hafiz in,
and such as any one should adopt who does not feel himself
80 much of & Poet aa him he translates and some he frans.
lates for—bhefore whom it is best to lay the raw material as
genuing as may be, to work up to their own better Fancies.
But, unlike Hafiz' best—(whose Sonnets are sometimes as
close packt as Shakespeare's, which they resemble in more
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ways than one)—Jdmi, you know, like his Countrymen ge-
nerally, is very diffuse in what he tells and his way of tell-
ing it. The very strueture of the Persian Couplet— (here,
like people on the Stage, T am repeating to you what you
lkmow, with an Eye to the small Audienee beyond)—so often
ending with the same Word, or Two Words, if but the fore-
going Syllable secure a lawful Rhyme, so often males the
Seeond Line but a slightly varied Repetition, or Maodifiea-
tion of the First, and gets slowly over Ground often hardly
worth gaining, « This iteration is common indeed to the Hes
brew Paalms and Proverbs—where, however, the Value of
the Repetition is different. In your Hafiz also, not Two
only, but Eight or Ten Lines perhaps are ticd to the same
Cloze of Pwo—or Three—words ; a verbal Ingenuity ns
miuch valued in the Bast as belter Thought. And how
many of all the Odes ealled his, more and fower in various
Copies, do you yourself care to deal withf—And in the
betier ones how often some lives, as 1 think for this reason,
unworthy of the Rest—interpolated perhape from the Mouths
of his many Devotees, Mystical and Sensual—or erept into
Manuseripts of which he never srranged or corrceted one
from the Fiest P

This, together with the confined Action of Persinn Gram-
mar, whose organie simplicity seems to me its diffienlty
when applied, makes the Line by Line Translation of a
Poem not line by line precious tedious in proportion to its




length. Especiallr—(what the Sonnet does not feel)—in
the Narrative ; which [ fonnd when once eased in its Collar,
and vet missing somewhat of rhythmical Amble, somehow,
and not without resistance on my part, swerved into that
“ pnay road * of Verse—easiest as unbeset with any exigen-
ciez of Rhyme, Those Tittle Stories, too, which you thought
untractable, but which have their Use as well as Humour by
way of quaint Interlude Music between the little Acts, felt
ill at ease in solemn Lowth-Tsainh Prose, and had learn’d
fheir tune, you know, before even Hiswatha came to teach
people to quarrel about it. Till, one part drawing on an-
other, the Whole grew to the present form.

As for the much bodily omitted—it may be readily guess-
ed that an Asiatic of the 15th Century might ssy mnch on
such_a subject that an Epglishman of the 19th would not
cave to read. Nob that our JTimi is ever Jigentions like his
Contemporary Chancer, nor like Chaucer's Posterity in
Times that ealled themselves more Civil. But better Men
will not now endure o simplicity of Speech that Worse men
abuse, Then the many maore, and foolisher, Stories—pre-
liminary Te Deoms to Allah and Allah's-shadow Shih—
very ml.l.t‘h about Alef Noses, E}Lhrcrwa like inverted Niigs,
drunken Narcissus Ey es—and that eternal Moon Face
which never wanes from Persin—of all which there i surely
enough in this Glimpse of the Origimal. No doubt some
Oriental character escapes—the Story sometimes beeomes




too Skin and Bone without due interval of even Stupid and
Bad. Of the two Evils P—At least what T have chosen is
least in point of bulk ; searcely in proportion with the length
of its Apology which, as usual, probably discharges one’s own
Conscience at too great a Price ; people at once turning
against you the Arme they might have wanted had you not
laid them down. However it may be with this, I am sure a
complete Translation—even in Prose—would not have been
a readable one—which, after all, is a useful property of
most Bools, even of Poetry.

In studying the Oviginal, you know, one gets contentedly
carrield over barren Ground in o new Land of Longuage—
excited by chasing any new Game that will but show Sport ;
the most worthless to win asking perhaps all the sharper
Enorgy to pursie, and so far yielding all the more Satis-
faetion when ron down.  Hspeeially, cheer’d on na 1 was by
such o Huntsman nz poor Dog of o Persian Scholar never
hunted with before; and morcover—but that was rather in
the Spanish Sierras—by the Presence of a Lady in the Field,
silently brightening about ua like Aurora’s Self, or chiming
in with musical Enconragement that all we started and ran
down must be Roval Game!

Ab, happy Days! When shall we Theee meet agnin—
when dip in that unreturning Tide of Time and Circtim-
gtanee !—In thoze Meadows far from the World, it seemed,
ns Soliman’s Tslnnd—Dbefore an Iron Boilway broke the
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Heart of that Happy Valley whose Gossip was the Mill-
wheel, and Visitors the Bummer Airs that momentarily
ruffled the sleepy Stream that turned it as they chased ome
another over to lose themselves in Whispers in the Copse
beyond. Or returning-—I suppose you remember whose
Lines they are—

When Winter Skies were tog'd with Crimson still

Where Thornbush nestles on the qniet hill,

And the live Amber round the aeiting Sun,

Lighting the Labourer home whose Work iz done,

Bum'd like a Golden Angel-ground above

The solitary Home of Peace and Love—
at such an hour drawing home together for a fireside Night
of it with Bschylus or Calderon in the Cottage, whose walls,
modest almost as those of the Peor who eluster’d—and with
good reason--round, make to my Eyes the Tower'd Crown
of Oxford hanging in the Horizon, and with all Honour
won, but a dingy Vapour in Comparison.  And now, should
they beckon from the terrible Ganges, and this little Book
begun 13 o happy Hecord of past, snd pledge perhaps of
Future, Fellowship in Study, darken already with the sha-
dow of everlasting Farewell !

But to turn from you Two to a Publie—nearly as numer-
ens—{with whom, by the way, this Lettor may die without a
name that yox kmow very well how to supply),—here ia
the best T could make of JTimi's Poem—* Ouvrage de peu
d'étendue,” says the Biographie Universelle, and, whatever




